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Summary: The Price of Salt, written from Carol's POV. This is based 
solely on the book since we have an abundance of fics of the movie 
already. Please let me know your thoughts on it. 


1 . Chapter 1 

I apologize for the long note. Just skip it if you don't want to read 
it, it's not really important as it's just my ramblings about 
this . 

There's a plethora of works here about the movie or the movie and the 
book but I only come across very few that focused solely on the book. 
I love the movie very much and all (Cate Blanchett, you are simply a 
goddess. I absolutely adore you) but I read the book first before I 
saw the movie and so I have my own preconception of the story and 
characters as opposed to the ones shown in the movie. 

Not only that but the character personalities themselves are a bit 
different in the movie such as Therese being less selfish (a change I 
very much applauded) since she blames herself for Carol's 
predicaments as opposed to the Therese in the book that simply wants 
Carol all to herself, or Carol being more vulnerable in the movie 
(Cate's eyes are always so dreamily tearyaC | ) instead of always 
looking preoccupied or reprimanding and aloof in the book. 

So I decided to write this fiction using as much reference from the 
book as I possibly can without overstepping the boundaries to what 
can be considered plagiarizing. It probably won't come close to 
Patricia Highsmith's level of writing anyway. And just to get it out 
of the way later, none of the characters are mine, yadda yadda, all 
the credit goes to the talented author of the book, you get the 
idea . 

The title is Therese because The Price of Salt was renamed as Carol 
when it was rereleased under Highsmith's real name. The problem with 



that however is that Carol was Therese's object of obsession in the 
book and so the title Carol was very appropriate. Since this fic 
however, is written in Carol's point of view and she only starts 
loving Therese seriously later on, it may not be as appropriate as 
the original work's title. I might change it one time. 

So enough of my rambling and without further ado, please enjoy the 
story~ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Welcome to Frankenberg ' s ! " The PA speaker blurted out as it 
always did every quarter of an hour at the department store's 
entrance. But the roar of people's simultaneous chattering as they 
walked in and out of the doorways silenced it. Even on a Thursday, 
one of the least busy days in the store, the hoard of customers 
swarming the department store just wouldn't cease. But it was to be 
expected, because it was the week before Christmas in New York City. 
All along the aisles were customers busily browsing through the 
shelves, picking out any last minute Christmas presents they forgot 
to buy before the holidays officially began. Carol was one such 
customer . <p> 

She was on the third floor of the department store, looking at the 
selection of sweaters for a gift to give Mrs. Riordan, the wife of 
one of her husband's acquaintances. Mrs. Riordan always complained of 
feeling cold especially during the winter season and Carol remembered 
the nice blouse she gave Carol last Christmas. Because she met Mrs. 
Riordan through her husband Harge, she doubt she'll ever meet the 
middle aged lady again after the upcoming months, but Carol only gave 
her a greeting card last year and her pride ushered her to return the 
favor this year with something that would at least match the value of 
the blouse she had received. 

She was very nice, unlike her husband who always talked business 
whenever Harge would ask him to stop by for a cup of coffee. Mrs. 
Riordan was one of the few among the people she met through her 
husband that bothered to remember her name instead of simply 
referring to her as "Harge 's wife." _A11 of that's going to change 
howeveraC | __ 

"May I interest you in any of these?" an old shrilly voice said from 
the corner and snapped Carol out of her thoughts. She turned and saw 
a fifty-something woman wearing a nameplate with the number five 
forty-four that said "Ruby" holding out a couple of sweaters to her. 
She liked the purple V-necked sweater because the color reminded her 
of the blouse she had received, but remembered suddenly Mrs. Riordan 
would rather be warm than fashionable. 

"Do you have any turtleneck sweaters of this color?" Carol asked the 
saleslady and a minute later, she came back holding a stack of the 
mentioned sweater. Mrs. Riordan was plump and seemed to be gaining 
weight the last time Carol saw her so she bought a large sized 
sweater to be safe. 

Next on her shopping list was something for her best friend Abby . She 
remembered Abby asking they take a weekend off to go skiing at some 
mountain cabin near Lake Tahoe but she quickly withdrew that 
suggestion when she realized that her ski equipment was broken. Carol 
seemed to like the notion although the idea of falling face first 



into the snow while winding down an icy hill wasn't very appealing. 
Still, she knew she'd have plenty of time on her hands soon. _I might 
have to take some skiing lessons first. God knows I won't hear the 
end of Abby ' s mockery if I hit the snow first before she does. Maybe 
I'll just buy her something else. I haven't really skied for a long 
time. It was about how many years agoa€ | ?_ 

"Third Floor, women's apparel." The speaker inside the elevator said 
as it opened in front of her. Carol quickly killed her last train of 
thought and entered the elevator into the ski department on the fifth 
floor anyway. 

"What about this one then?" the salesclerk brought out another pair 
of skis while Carol was inspecting the ones already sprawled out in 
front of her. The man was so eager to sell his wares that it occurred 
to Carol that he must've had some sort of commission from whatever he 
managed to sell to the customers. It irritated her because he would 
follow her all around the floor, trying to get her to buy any of the 
equipment they came across. It was probably because of Carol's mink 
coat and posh manners that made her look like a big buyer. But she 
loved that mink coat and took it everywhere with her when she had an 
excuse to. And her manners, why on earth would she change that? 

_If I only wasn't getting this for my best friend, I'd storm right 
out of here and come back another time when a different clerk is 
manning this departmenta€ | __ 

Finally, as if out of resignation, she decided on a pair of hardwood 
skis that looked durable enough to take on any misadventures Abby 
would run into. "I'll pay COD." Carol said, looking at the price 
tag . 

"Thank you very much for you purchase." The salesclerk said as he 
took out a green COD slip and began writing down Carol's info and 
address. "We'll have it delivered to New Jersey before the end of 
next week, Mrs. Aird." 

"End of next week?" Carol's blonde eyebrows lifted in slight 
surprise, although the fact that he called her by her surname seemed 
to have made more of an impression on her. _Quite a friendly fellow, 
isn't he? Maybe a little too friendly. _ "You mean, it may not arrive 
before Christmas?" 

"I'm sorry, Mrs. Aird, but we've been getting so many requests for 
deliveries this week that it might take a while to have them all 
delivered." _It figures. Not everybody would want to carry a set of 
ski gear out of the store and stuff it in the back of their oversized 
trunk or tie it to the top of their cars if they can just have it 
delivered. Well, I supposed I'll just tell Abby her gift will have to 
come after Christmas. She'll understand anyway. _ 

"Very well." She turned around and walked away from the man. He 
called back to her, telling her that she forgot the COD slip but she 
was getting tired of being called Mrs. Aird in public by a man she 
didn't know at all and just ignored him. 

The last on her list was something for Rindy, her beloved daughter. 
Mrs. Riordan's sweater, she could have easily bought some other time, 
Abby ' s ski gear, she could even bring Abby herself along to pick it 
out, but Rindy 's present, that's what Carol drove all the way to New 



York for. How could she forget to buy the most important person in 
her life a gift for Christmas? Well, she knew why. The events in 
Carol's life have been such a whirlpool over the past few months and 
she expects it will still be for months to come. But she knew it was 
a petty excuse for that potential neglect and so she marched her way 
back to the elevator and looked at the directory before stepping in. 
There was a toy department in both the basement and on the seventh 
floor, she saw, and since she was at the fifth floor, decided to go 
to the one on the seventh floor first before heading over to the 
basement if she doesn't see anything she likes. 

_What a dull day this is turning out to be_, she thought as she 
exited the elevator and into the toy department. 


2 . Chapter 2 

As expected, the toy department was the busiest section of the store 
because of the upcoming holidays. Salesclerks waiting on several 
customers at once, frantic mothers picking one of every item they can 
get their hands on to give to their friends' children, even some of 
the store supervisors seemed to have fallen to the ranks of waiting 
on customers just to fill in the needed manpower. 

_What to get for RindyaC | ?_ Carol wondered as she walked across the 
aisles. Frankenberg ' s toy department had a wide assortment of 
playthings from rattles for toddlers to toy guns for little boys and 
dolls for little girls. But Rindy was already eight and she must have 
outgrown dolls already, Carol thought. 

"Mommy, I want that one!" A little girl said as she tugged her mother 
towards a doll dressed up as a doctor. _A doll dressed up as a 
prof essionalaC | _ Carol pondered on._ Yes, that might do. Rindy might 
feel insulted if I give her a doll dressed up as a baby, but if I 
give her a doll that looks like an adult, it might make a better 
impression on her because she's no longer a babyaC | Oh wait, doesn't 
she already have that doll that's dressed like a maid? Maybe I should 
just buy doll's clothes insteada€|_ 

Suddenly, an idea popped in her mind. She recalled one time when 
Rindy had admired one of the valises that Carol brought one time when 
she had to visit Harge ' s family. "What a pretty bag! Can I have one 
just like it. Mother?" Carol had told her that they didn't make any 
bags like those for children and even if they did, it wasn't very 
practical for her to bring to school. 

Looking around the dolls section however, there was a neat selection 
of dolls clothes and accessories to choose from, with several dolls' 
valises looking similar to the one Rindy had admired. As she tried to 
approach one of the counters however, several other customers got in 
her way and monopolized the sales staff's attention at once. _Maybe 
I'll just give her something else. What did I want when I was her 
agea€ i ?_ 

Then, just as she turned her head towards the dolls' accessories that 
she was ready to abandon, she spotted a salesgirl looking right at 
her. She was opening a box but her silent expression suggested that 
she could drop whatever she was doing then and assist Carol. She 
wasn't wearing a smock either and so it dawned upon Carol that she 
must've been only a temporary saleslady they hired for the Christmas 



rush. Normally, she'd think twice about asking assistance from 
someone who didn't seem experienced, but the crowdedness of the toy 
department was making her feel uncomfortable and the sooner she could 
get Rindy's present, the better. 

As she walked towards the counter where the salesgirl was stationed, 
the latter really did cease whatever she was doing and gave Carol her 
full attention. _Finally_, she thought. "May I see one of those 
valises?" She said and looked at the ones on display. But as the 
salesgirl brought out some of the ones in stock, Carol glanced away 
from them because they didn't resemble the one Rindy had admired. 

Then she saw an exact replica of the valise Rindy wanted displayed on 
one of the cases behind the salesgirl. Brown and very professional 
looking, it was perfect. The problem was, it was on display and Carol 
wasn't quite sure if the store allowed the customers to buy those so 
she asked the salesgirl if she could have it. 

"Yes." The girl answered and to Carol's surprise, the girl quickly 
retreated into one of the stock rooms and took out a key to get the 
one she had gestured to. 

"You're giving me the one on display?" she smiled. _First a scraggly 
old woman in the sweater department then an overenthusiast ic salesman 
in the ski department, and now this. Frankenberg ' s just full of 
surprises today. _ "Alright, I'd like this." Then Carol took out her 
billfold and saw that she had brought much less money today than she 
expected. She already spent a few bills on the sweater for Mrs. 
Riordan and it was a good idea to have enough money just in case she 
needs to buy something else that can't be bought on credit. "That's 
COD." Then she saw some clothes that would probably match the valise. 
_Might as well get some other things for her doll while I'm at it._ 
She asked about doll's clothes and the girl recommended her to see 
the doll's clothing department instead. Then she suddenly remembered 
that if she bought on COD, it may not arrive before Christmas, just 
like Abby ' s skis. "Will this get to New Jersey before 
Christmas ? " 

"Yes, it'll arrive Monday." The girl said, much to Carol's delight. 
How a simple plaything with much more demand during Christmas season 
would arrive before a set of ski gear, she didn't know, and frankly 
didn't care either. She gave the girl her details and address, 
remembering the persistent man in the ski department and half 
expected for her to be calling her Mrs. Aird too. But instead, the 
salesgirl obediently did her obligations as she scribbled away on the 
green slip of paper. After that, Carol signed the little slip and 
turned away. _Hmm, she said the doll's clothing department was right 
across the aislea€| Maybe I'll pick out an entire wardrobe for the 
dollaC | _ 

But as she looked around again, the other salesgirls were too 
preoccupied with other customers to assist her. Then an idea came to 
her. What if she just buy Rindy another doll instead? _Maybe this new 
doll can be the boss of her old maids doll_, she mused. She 
remembered seeing another professional looking doll in one of the 
display cases near the salesgirl that assisted her earlier and she 
turned back for the doll, the salesgirl gave her that quiet and eager 
expression again that suggested she could wait on her again. "May I 
see that doll over there?" She pointed at a doll wearing a straight 
skirt and coat. The girl took it out and Carol inspected it. _Looks 
professional enough. _ So she asked to buy it as well. The salesgirl 



took out another COD slip and Carol robotically gave her info again 
as it would be the third time this day. 


She seemed to like this girl, better than the annoying man in the ski 
department anyway. It was probably because she was only a temp and 
didn't give that vibe that wanted to sell everything to her if given 
the chance like most tenured salesclerks are nowadays. Carol noticed 
the girl struggling to secure the purchase for delivery later. _Poor 
girl, you don't belong here, do you?_ "It's a rotten job, isn't it?" 
Carol said in a small burst of sympathy. 

"Yes." The girl answered and confirmed Carol's suspicions as she went 
through the rounds of finishing the order. _Well, hang in there, 
darling. We must all be going through some difficult 
times ._ 

Afterwards, Carol left the toy department and was finally relived to 
leave Frankenberg ' s altogether. As she drove home in her long green 
car, Christmas songs began playing on the radio. She remembered 
always looking forward towards Christmas as a little girl. The season 
of giving, where strangers would nod and smile at each other happily 
when it would seem strange to do so on any other time of the year. A 
small sigh escaped her mouth. She wouldn't be able to enjoy Christmas 
as much this year. She glanced at her purse that contained the folded 
paperwork that she received from her lawyer Fred the previous day, 
the divorce papers. While other families would be off enjoying the 
holiday season, Carol's family was dissolving into nothing. But she 
reminded herself that once the divorce pushes through, she can 
happily spend most of the year with her beloved daughter, free from 
any interference from her husband. "Merry Christmas, Carol." She 
murmured as she parked her car at the house. 


3 . Chapter 3 

"Don't sleep too late tonight. You still have to get up early 
tomorrow for school." Carol said over the telephone. 

"I won't. Mother." Rindy said on the other end of the line. 

"Goodnight . " 

"Goodnight, sweetheart." Carol said as they finally hang up on the 
phone. She walked into the living room with the fireplace and sat 
down on one of the sofas. The house was very quiet, as it has always 
been on the evenings when it was just Carol and Florence, the maid. 
Florence, however, already retired into her room after a day of 
chores around the house. Carol wanted to telephone Abby but nobody 
answered the phone after the third call so she got the book about the 
Alps that she started reading the week before and turned to the page 
where the floral bookmark was. But after two or three pages, she 
couldn't enjoy the book with the uneasy silence and so she placed a 
record in the phonograph. 

"Much better." She murmured as she went back to her book. But her 
mind only seemed to pay half attention to it as she sat there 
thinking. She had been married to Hargess Foster Aird for about ten 
years now and their daughter Nerinda "Rindy" Aird was turning nine 
next April. You'd think that for a marriage that lasted that long, 
there would be little reason to get a divorce, but for Carol there 
was plenty. She would do anything for her precious daughter, but her 



relationship with her husband has been a little more than rocky and 
strained over the past few years. She can't even remember the last 
time she and Harge had made love. 

Eventually, none of the words made sense anymore in the book that she 
was reading so she placed it back into the bookshelf and retired to 
her room. It was still too early for her to sleep but she had nothing 
better to do so she flung herself on her bed and inevitably, her 
thoughts drifted away again. What started out as a happy, giddy 
little marriage when she was around twenty had taken a turn to a 
somewhat callous relationship. There were nights when Carol would 
lock herself in her own room after having a heated argument with 
Harge about her in-laws, and sometimes Harge would return the favor 
by taking Rindy out one weekend without any word even before Carol 
wakes up. The poor little girl was always tossed around between her 
two parents the last couple of years and it was part of the reason 
why they decided on a divorce. 

Rindy was staying at her grandparents' house with Harge the past few 
weeks and Carol could do nothing but simply telephone her every day 
because she dreaded seeing Harge ' s family. She reminded herself again 
that once the divorce pushes through, she wouldn't have to worry 
about not seeing her daughter as often anymore because matters 
regarding Rindy 's custody were naturally going in her favor being the 
mother . 

_She ' s still too young to understand what's going on between me and 
HargeaC j Maybe I'll explain it to her when I have to tell her about 
the Birds and the BeesaC i How old was I when my parents told me about 
thataC | ? I think it was when my sistera€|_ 

Carol fell asleep. 

"Here's today's mail. Ma'am." Florence said as she placed some 
envelopes on the counter. Carol didn't spare a glance at them as she 
continued sipping her cup of coffee. Today, she was thinking about 
asking Abby to play tennis in the afternoon as they always did before 
on Saturday afternoons. But today was a Friday, not that it would 
make any difference for the two women. They seemed to have all the 
time in the world. Abigail Gerhard was only working as a reserve 
entomologist because her tomboyish nature as a child lead her to a 
fascination with bugs. She also made just enough money with other 
little jobs to get by since she was living with her family. Carol on 
the other hand, had nothing to do. Harge never like the idea of her 
working, probably something he got from his family who wanted nothing 
more than a well behaved wife for their son. Mrs. Aird was supposed 
to be this demure, obedient and responsible wife that would fit in 
with the rest of the family. 

Carol wasn't like that. 

"I'll be off to the supermarket now. Ma'am." Florence said and broke 
Carol from her train of thought. 

"Ah, yes. Try to be back in a couple of hours." Carol said, snapping 
back to reality. "There's this recipe I'd like for you to try out. 
It's hanging on the refrigerator door." 


"Will do. Ma'am." Carol was never really a good cook. She knew how to 
cook, she just wasn't very good at it. Harge didn't seem to mind 



since there was always Florence for that. All he ever cared for was 
for her to say yes to everything he said, like a good wife. 

She remembered the furniture shop that she and Abby started several 
months ago. Harge didn't like that idea either, even though Carol 
thought it might actually help them since it gave her a reason to see 
him less. Distance makes the heart grow fonder she thought. Though 
that didn't turn out very well either, and that was another thing 
that lead into the decision of the divorce. 

_What a dreary thing to think about especially since it's almost 
Christmas, __ she chided to herself. Carol finished her cup of coffee 
and finally glanced at today's mail. Most of them were Christmas 
cards and letters from well-wishers addressed to Harge or Mr. and 
Mrs. Hargess Aird. None of them knew he was staying at his family's 
house. _Maybe I'll mail them to him this afternoon. _ She sighed as 
she looked through them one by one. She suddenly wished there was a 
card in there for her but it was a slim chance since most of the 
people who bothered to send them cards and letters, she met through 
Harge . 

Yet lo and behold, there it was, addressed to a Mrs. H. F. Aird. 

Carol thought she just missed the Mr. before it but as she looked at 
the sender, she saw that it was from Frankenberg ' s . Her blonde 
eyebrows raised as she got her wooden letter opener and carefully 
tore through the envelope's edge. 

"Special salutations from Frankenberg ' s . " It read. But in place of a 
signature, only the code 645-A was written at the bottom. _ Now who 
could this be from?_ She tried to recall the events from the previous 
day and remembered the salesman from the ski department who was being 
overly friendly. Since she gave her name and address when she ordered 
Abby ' s present, he must've decided to send her a card as well. When 
Carol thought about it, it did seem that she was rather harsh and 
curt towards him during their encounter. _The poor man must've only 
tried to share the Christmas spirit. Maybe he was having just as 
rotten a day as I hada€|__ Then she remembered the old woman from the 
sweater department. Her name tag had some sort of number on it, 544, 
and it suddenly occurred to Carol that this 645-A must've been the 
employee number of the one who sent her the card. 

_Well, it was still nice of him to send me, a total stranger, the 
card, _she thought and placed the opened envelope on top of the other 
ones as if it was a small victory that she received a card that was 
actually addressed to her. She figured she might as well call to 
thank the man, since it was the season of Christmas and all. _One 
kind word deserves another_, she thought as she walked towards the 
telephone . 


End 
f ile . 



